The Black Fish by Todd, Pat
CutBank 
Volume 1 
Issue 4 CutBank 4 Article 13 
Spring 1975 
The Black Fish 
Pat Todd 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank 
 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Todd, Pat (1975) "The Black Fish," CutBank: Vol. 1 : Iss. 4 , Article 13. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss4/13 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in CutBank by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 
Pat Todd
THE BLACK FISH
Once more the body folds down its heavy skin
Sadness fills the houses like moss over stone
a thickness when people
feed their hearts nothing but old bread
Today I saw something new
There is anger in the faces of some women
As the wars deepen soft men weaken into mod
. . . bright ties and tiny whimperings
that would shame a child
These sweet merchants of death hunt the innocent 
I saw a man strong-arm his sullen wife 
as if he wrestled a deer into the trunk 
A new nun in town keeps three 
messenger boys on the run
And there are pimps who hold back their girls’ money
for just one more exhausting trick
There are men who sleep in doorways out of the snow
And snow buries the soldier’s face like a stump
The graves are filled with bright bones
Bones slip fifty feet thru coal drifts
for a three-second swim in molten lava
Bones swirl smoke in the crem ator’s ovens
There are bones thin enough to open every lock
And bones swivel water inside your grandm other’s knee
Bones my friend sift flour
and spin tiny white whirls on the far hill
It’s not the gold scorpion . . . blood kernel
The dark fish of Pisces dies
slumped over the world Her giant bones glow
and hum two hundred years more
til the northern lights swing back
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